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morgues of various hospitals," said the Associated Press
of India message. "In the morgue of the King Edward
Memorial Hospital there are twenty-two unclaimed
bodies; in the Seth Harkisondas Hospital there are
three, of whom one is a boy of nine years___"
A columnist in a Sunday paper wrote on this un-
known boy of nine. He said:
It was the body of a beggar boy attired in rags which
were too big for his shrivelled-up frame. There was no
need to perform an autopsy on him. They would have
found nothing in his caved-in stomach, not even a few
grains of undigested rice.
A couple of newspapermen saw, from atop a six-storeyed
building,, the grim drama of this nobody's death in the
street below. From such a height the boy looked even
smaller, just a little child in rags, one of those 'Dead End'
kids playing in the gutter. But he was not playing. He was
leading the procession of urchins, shouting defiant slogans.
Military lorries passed menacingly close. But he was un-
afraid. Then a volley was fired and he doubled up with a
bullet in his stomach. But it was only the first. With the cry
of a wounded animal, like one demented, he rushed to
grapple with the man-with-the-gun. But the boy got what
was coming to him: a pattern of holes in his body. By the
time the newsmen could rush down into the street, he was
lying sprawled in the centre of the road, looking up at the
sky with eyes that could not see. His agonized lips formed
the two words,that were his battle cry. Then he was dead.
"This," said the columnist, "is the body of an Indian
who died with Jai Hind on his lips/'
That week end in the ballroom of the Taj Mahal
Hotel, Sonny Lobo and his orchestra played as usual
and the dancers encored a new Calypso number. No
one was perturbed about the firing in the city because